"Because he needs a woman to work for him. Work do-
ing what?"

"Haven't you got enough to do?" put in Stepan dully.
"What sense is,there in this work? Just to go on liv-
ing half starved from day to day? If you have children,
there's no time to look after them with all the work, and
still you don't even have enough to eat."

She went over to the mother and sat down next to her,
talking on without complaint or sadness.

"I had two babies. One of them got scalded to death
when it was only two years old, the other was born dead
and all because of that accursed work. Has it brought me
any happiness? I say there's no sense in a muzhik getting
married. He only ties his hands when he might live as he
pleases, fighting for a better way of life. Then he could
go straight after the truth like that man. Isn't that so,
mother?"

"Yes, it is," said the mother. "It is, my dear. Other-
wise we can never hope to change this life."
"Have you got a man?"
"He died. I've got a son...."
"Does he live with you?"
"He's in jail," said the mother.

The usual sorrow these words evoked was now mingl-
ed with pride.

"This is the second time they've put him in jail. And
just because he sows God's truth among the people. He?s
young and good-looking and clever. It's him who thought
.up your paper. And it's him showed Mikhailo Ivanovich
the right path, though Mikhailo's twice as old as he is.
Soon they'll hold a trial and my son will be sent to Si-
beria. But he'll run away and come back here to carry

on this work----"

As she spoke, the feeling of pride grew, giving rise to
so vivid a picture of her hero that words to describe it
came rushing to her lips, choking her. It was .essential
that she find something bright and reasonable to counter-
balance the darkness of that day, a darkness whose sense-